344              From Seven to Seventy

the crack in a granite stone and wonder "why"; in
the lichen that grows upon it, and "why"; in the
blackberry bushes around it, and "why"; in the earth
underneath through its change into sand; in the
weather and in the life of all the little things, After
death, to furnish the manure for all these is enough of a
future life for me.

Meanwhile, there is still beauty in the curve of a
wave or a woman's breast, there is liberty and there are
friends. But best of all there is hope* I am still an
optimist.

THE ENDmother, said:
